
  

Freedom and Promises

The next morning everyone woke up to no power, a snowstorm raged

outside with sideways winds and black ice. The wind was so strong

that Sirius had to spell the patio furniture to the ground.

Sirius said goodbye to Remus, grabbing his wand and the potion they

made for Draco.

Draco was in the living room, throwing logs into the fireplace. "Harry

hand me the fire starter log!" He waved his hand out behind him, a

fire poker in his other hand.

Harry handed the fire brick to Draco. "I didn't think you knew how to

start a fire without magic."

"Believe it or not, but I use to do this all the time before I went to

Hogwarts." He picked up the lighter from the basket where the wood

was piled. "I liked the warmth of a natural fire."

Harry watched the fire being lit, turning around when footsteps came

down the stairs. "Sirius! Good morning."

Sirius kissed Harry's forehead. "I don't know how good it is, the storm

is getting worse by the hour." He came to sit on the sofa next to him.

"Draco the potion is done."

Draco turned around quickly, seeing the glowing black colored

potion. "That looks radioactive!"

Sirius laughed. "It's just a reaction from the ingredients being mixed,

it glows because of how powerful we had to make it." He extended his

arm to Draco, handing it to him.

Draco felt the warmth of the potion in his palm, pulling the cork o

the top. "Side e ects? Any bodily harm?"

Sirius shook his head. "You might get a little energized for a while,

maybe get hungry but that's about it."

Harry looked at the potion, remembering the horrible night they

escaped from the burning Manor. "Take it Draco, you need your magic

back."

Draco swirled the potion around for a moment, putting it to his lips.

"Bottoms up!" He knocked it back, grimacing harshly as he

swallowed a few big gulps.

Harry scrunched his face as he imagined how nasty it must taste.

Draco groaned, dropping the bottle. "Sirius that was bloody awful!!!"

He whined, wiping his mouth with one of his lace handkerchiefs.

Sirius chuckled to himself. "That was a very powerful potion, it's hard

to make those types taste good!" He picked up the broken pieces of

the bottle, vanishing them.

Draco waited for a second or 2, unsure of how he could tell if it

worked. "Now what?"

The fire started to fully burn, illuminating the room with a so  glow.

"Is there a way to know it worked?" Harry asked Sirius.

"Oh it worked, Draco can use his magic now whenever he wants! I

even have a few wands he can choose from." Sirius got up, walking to

the back of the house.

Draco anxiously fiddled with the hem of his T-shirt. "How can he be

sure??? What if my Father finds us???" He nibbled his thumbnail,

afraid to try anything.

Harry swatted Draco's hand. "No biting your nails." He scolded,

healing his thumb.

Draco rolled his eyes. "Alright enough of that, what should I do?"

Harry kissed Draco. "Use your magic, all we can do is try and hope the

potion worked."

Sirius came back in, dropping down onto the sofa with a wooden box

in his lap. "These are used, but in perfect condition! I know it's not

something you'll have to fit to your needs, but it's only temporary."

He opened it.

Draco looked in the box, pulling out a long dark oak wand with

carved dragons on the handle. "Where did you get this one?"

"I bought it when I was much younger, a traveling peddler was selling

his art." Sirius explained. "It's 13 inches, very solid and weighted. It's

got a dragon heartstring core, it's yours if you want to keep it."

Draco stroked his fingers over the carvings, balancing it in his hand.

"This is such an elegant wand, are you sure it's okay?"

Sirius nodded with a smile.

"Go on Draco, I'm sure you're wanting to try it." Harry encouraged.

Draco balanced the wand on his fingers, swaying it back and forth in

anxiety. "Alright, it's a bad idea but fine." He pointed the wand up

towards the direction of the stairs.

A loud shriek was heard from upstairs.

Sirius and Harry looked at Draco in complete confusion.

Ron came downstairs, looking at everyone. "What the bloody fuck

was that?!?!" He yelled, his voice cracking indignantly.

Draco giggled. "That was me."

Harry looked at Ron rubbing his ass with a grouchy expression,

realizing what happened.

"That hurt you tosser!" Ron scolded, taking his wand out to hurl a

heavy fabric sofa cushion at Draco.

Draco caught it, falling backwards with a big thud.

Everyone came down for an early lunch, Sirius kept close watch on all

the boys, feeling like something was o .

Ron and Seamus cuddled together as they ate, Neville third wheeling

with Harry and Draco. Everything seemed to be looking up, but Sirius

still felt uneasy.

"Where's Remus?" Harry asked, cleaning up the dishes from

everyone's lunch.

"He had to go back, all the teachers are at Hogwarts today...he

needed to go for the meeting." Sirius explained.

"Meeting for what?" Seamus asked.

Harry squeezed Draco's hand tightly, worried at what might be going

on, but he tried not to he so negative.

Draco raised a brow at Harry's nervousness. "Harry, ouch!" He

warned.

Harry let go, kissing Draco's hand apologetically. "Sorry, my nerves

are shot."

"The meeting is to talk about if it's safe to bring the students back

next week, or if they should scrap the entire year and start again next

September." Sirius cleared all the dishes o  the table.

"Whut?!?!" Ron spat.

"They can't delay our year again, we would lose close to 3 months of

school work! They've already done tests and exams!" Neville whined,

thinking back to how hard he worked on his first Advanced Herbology

project.

Harry and Draco shared a look of severe disappointment.

"They can't expect us to just flounder for a year! What are we suppose

to do???" Seamus asked rhetorically.

Sirius held his hand up for silence. "I know this is upsetting, but look

at the other side to this, they might risk it and bring the students

back!"

"Sirius if we go back next week, wouldn't we be risking everyone's

safety??? We were attacked and some of the 7th years got killed in the

front courtyard." Harry leaned into Draco.

"Harry if you all go back, it won't be your responsibility to protect

everyone, all you need to focus on is finishing your final year. Let the

teachers and the ministry protect you and your friends." Sirius knew

it never worked out that way, but there wasn't much of an

alternative.

"That's never worked!" Ron interjected. "If we go back and pretend

nothing is wrong, the younger students and the faculty of the school

will be in danger!"

Sirius sighed heavily, pinching the bridge of his nose. "I know it's not

ideal, but everyone needs to be able to finish their education for the

year, I'm assuming if you go back things will be di erent."

Draco felt his heartbeat escalate, thinking of the danger that loomed

over their heads. If we go back...what's going to happen to all of us???

Will my Father attack us again??? Do they know where we are now???a1

Harry looked at Draco, seeing the horrible worry on his face. "Hey,

Draco." He nudged him. "Are you alright?"

Draco shook his head. "It seems like we've come to an impasse...go

back and face the danger of another attack, or lose our year...and go

into hiding for 9-10 months."

Everyone took in the realization in that moment, silence filling the

room.

"I want to go back." Neville meekly broke the silence.

Everyone looked at Neville surprised.

"Why? You're not worried?" Sirius asked.

"Well Hogwarts is all we've known for many years now, it's our home!

We've protected it many times before...why should this time be any

di erent?" Neville asked. "We can fight if we need to, but I want to go

back!"

"Neville's right!" Ron squeaked. "I don't want to hide! Let's go back!"

"Wait!" Sirius stood from the table. "If you're all sure about this, let's

not jump into it so quickly, we still need to wait for approval that it's

safe to go back."

Draco stood up. "No...no no I've had enough of waiting! If we don't

hear anything by tonight I'm going back tomorrow morning."

Harry stood up. "I'll go with you."

Neville, Ron, and Seamus nodded.

"We shouldn't keep hiding here it's been two weeks already, how

much longer will we be here? I say we go tomorrow and talk to

McGonagall." Seamus held Ron's hand.

"Nobody is going anywhere tonight so all of you need to settle down

for now." Sirius said sternly. "Let's relax for tonight okay? In the

morning if we still haven't been given information you can go."

****

A few hours later...

Harry was in the attic, rummaging through the Christmas boxes. He

remembered all the years he spent with the Dursley's, all the pretty

Christmas lights and gingerbread cookies. He frowned as the sounds

and memories came back to him, the ripping of the wrapping paper

and the jingling of the bells on the doors...he never got a present to

open, never got to make any cra s...

"Harry?" A voice called...

Harry shook the memories from his mind, looking behind him to see

who called him.

Seamus stood on the steps with his head visible through the square

trap door. "What's wrong???"

Harry turned his head away, clearing his throat. "Nothing! Come on

up!"

Seamus climbed the rest of the way in, pulling the stairs up with him

as he closed the door.

Harry quickly wiped the moisture from his eyes, making himself busy

with opening the boxes.

Seamus sat cross legged next to Harry. "You were crying, what are

you doing up here by yourself?"

Harry wanted to say he wasn't crying, but he had been caught in the

act. "I told you...about the Dursley's right?"

Seamus nodded.

"The entire time I lived with them, holidays would come...my favorite

was Christmas." He sni led. "I never got any presents or Christmas

cookies, not even a card...my first real Christmas was my first year at

Hogwarts...it's just some bad memories that's all."

Seamus pulled Harry into his lap. "Harry I want you to remember that

you're surrounded by Wizard's and Witches who love and adore you."

He kissed his cheek.

Harry blushed, wiping a tear that threatened to roll down his cheek.

"Thank you Seamus." He smiled, pushing against his warmth.

"You know what we should do?" Seamus asked.

"What?"

Seamus grinned. "We should do a Christmas party this year! Slughorn

has his elite party on the 23rd, and then you could host the party on

Christmas eve!"

Harry sighed. "That's only if we go back...if we can't return this year

there won't be much of a holiday...we already missed Thanksgiving

because of Lucius and now this whole hiding mess."

"I promise Harry, if we have to keep hiding, we'll have a party of own

own! Lots of decorations and lights! Presents and cookies till you

drop!" Seamus hugged Harry tight.

"I have a feeling things might not be as cheery as you assume...but I'll

try to be more optimistic." Harry kissed Seamus back, hugging him

close.

"No more crying okay? We need to focus on the positives we have le

together Alright?" Seamus petted the back of Harry's unruly hair.

"Okay, I'll try." Harry pulled away.

Seamus opened the trap door, pushing the stairs back down. "Now

let's get out of this stu y attic."

Harry nodded, feeling alot better than before. "Coming!" He followed

back down the stairs.

Draco came out of Harry's room, noticing them both. "Christmas

decorations??? It's only the 1st of December!"

Seamus smirked at Draco. "We were doing it ontop of a big box of

Christmas lights!" He wiggled his brows, thrusting his groin against

Harry's hip.

"Knock it o  you perv!" Harry swatted at Seamus with a laugh.

Draco giggled at the obvious joke. "Seamus come play Wizard's chess

with me!"

Seamus's face brightened at that request. "Absolutely!" He kissed

Harry one last time, running into the guest room he and Ron stayed

in.

Draco smiled warmly at Harry as he walked down the hall a er

Seamus. "Wait for me!"

Seamus pulled his custom marbled chess board out. "White or

black?" He asked, taking the chess pieces out of a leather box he had

under the bed.

"Neither." Draco closed the door behind him, turning the lock in his

fingers.

Seamus turned around at the snap sound of the iron lock. "Draco?

Didn't you want to..." he paused.

Draco rushed over to Seamus, embracing him.

Seamus froze, slowly wrapping his arms around Draco's lower back.

"I thought I was going to lose you." Draco whispered in the crook of

Seamus's neck.

Seamus's heart fluttered at the hot breath on his neck. "Lose me?"

"When you set the Manor on fire, all those explosions...the burning

fire I didn't know what would happen." Draco's grip tightened.

"I promised that I'd get you out, I couldn't let you get hurt...how could

I?" Seamus put one hand through Draco's hair that settled so ly on

the nape of his neck.

"But you didn't have to be so reckless! If you had died I...I didn't

know how to feel, how to act...it terrified me." Draco pushed his

forehead against Seamus's.

"I had to use all my strength or we wouldn't have made it out, I

promise to always do everything to protect the ones I care about."

Seamus sighed sweetly, feeling the warmth of their embrace.

Draco backed away slightly. "I want you to know how grateful I am for

your friendship...I couldn't imagine my life without my friends,

especially you."

"I am more than just your friend...Draco." Seamus whispered, coming

closer.

Draco continued to slowly step back, stopping when his spine

pressed against the wall. "Seamus...if we do this, there's no going

ba-!!!" He gasped.

Seamus moved in closer, their lips almost touching. "Don't worry, I

don't ever want to go back." He said quietly, his hands slowly

unbuttoning his shirt.

Draco looked at Seamus's lips, wanting desperately to kiss him.

Seamus smirked at the longing he found on Draco's face, making the

first move.

Draco held back his shock as their lips touched for the first time,

instantly met with heat and tingling rushing down his body, pooling

around his groin. He pushed into the kiss, letting his shirt drop o  his

arms.

Seamus placed his hands on Draco's chest, picking up where he le

o  the last time. He stroked just the tips of his fingers across each

scar, poking a tongue politely at his lips.

Draco was thrown o  guard by the immediate personal touch, the

roughness of Seamus's fingers exploring his pectoral muscles. He

raised both brows at his tongue pleading for entry, pushing himself

further against the wall.

Seamus was drinking in the physical need that Draco was openly

showing him, slipping his tongue inside.

Draco whimpered at the warm tongue that greeted his own, his

mouth eagerly opening to him.

Seamus stopped only for a moment to rip his T-shirt over his head,

resuming seconds later with his hands deep inside Draco's silvery so

hair. "I've wanted to do this for a long time."

Draco pulled Seamus flush against his body, bare chests pushing

together. "I've thought about it many times." He mu led between

kisses.

Seamus had a strong urge to take control, but he knew Draco might

be against it, but he needed more. "Bed." He groaned, shuddering at

teeth nibbling his lips. "Now!"

Draco didn't need to think about it, walking Seamus backwards.

Seamus allowed Draco to overpower him, both of them moving into

the middle of the bed. "I didn't make the bed, sorry." He pushed up

into Draco's mouth, their tongues meeting again as their bodies

settled into the pillows.

Draco shook his head. "Don't give a shit about the sheets!" He

hungrily devoured Seamus's neck, ripping the blankets and sheets to

the side.

Seamus chuckled lightly, a moan escaping his lips as Draco kissed

down his chest.

Draco ran his hands down every inch of Seamus's chest, marveling at

how smooth and toned it was. "I want to touch everything." He

squeezed his skin roughly between his fingers, nibbling back up to

the collarbone.

Seamus was so hard from all the touching and kissing, his jeans tight

against his bulging erection. "Shit Draco!" He hissed, teeth teasing

him.

Draco smirked up at Seamus as he lowered himself. "Too much for

you? Hmm?" He teased with his tongue down to his stomach,

admiring the little line of hair that disappeared down his pants.

Seamus grabbed Draco's biceps, pulling him back up. He kissed him

sweetly, staying there for a few moments.

Draco blushed at the sudden sweetness of Seamus's kiss, his heart

fluttering at each slow press of lips.

Seamus snuck his hands down lower, slipping behind Draco's back.

"Take these o ." He mu led against his lips, squeezing the fat above

the hips.

Continue reading next part 
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